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I drink to you, sweet hetrt, so much as 

here is in, 
Desiring you to follow me, and do as I 

begin, 
And if you will not pledge me, you shall 

bear the blame ; 
1 drink to you with all my harre, if you 

will pledge the same. 

EPIGRAM. 
Says Dick to Moses (with a laugh) 
" Your ancestors adored a calf" — 
True, quoth the Jew, but then we're told, 
This calf was made of solid gold ; 
And thro' the world, friend Dick, you'll 

find 
Gold is the idol of mankind. 

TO A SEXTON. 

J FT thy wheel-barrow alone-, 

Wherefore, Sexton piling still, 
In thy bone-nofflse,, bone on- bone, 

'Tis already like a hilk 
In a field of battle made, 

Where three thousand sculls are laid, 
There, died in peace, each with the other, 

Father, sister, friend, and brother.- 

Mark the spot to which I point, 

From this plat-form eight foot square ; 

Take not ev'n a finder joint, 

Andrew's whole fire-side is there. 

Here alone, before thine eyes, 

Simon's sickly daughter lies; 

From weakness now, and pain defended, 

Whom he twenty winters tended. 

Look but at the gardner's pride, 
Ho-,v he glories, when he sees, 

Roses, lilies, side bv side ; 
Violets in families. 

By the heart of man, his tears, 

By h»s hopes, and by his fears, 

Thou, ok! i grey-beard, art the warden. 

Of a far superior garden. 

"f 'hus then, each to other dear, 

Let them all in quiet lie, 
Andrew, there, and Susan, here, 

Neighbour's in mortality. 
And should I live, thro' su<i and rain, 
Seven widow'd years, without my Jane ; 
© Sexton — do not then remove- her 
Let one Grave hold the lov'd and lover. 

__- A ' B ' 

HYMN." 

(BV MRS. R.. D.) 

" Tc are the Suit of the earth." 

53 ALT cf the earth, ve ?irtuous few, 



Who season human-kind ; 
Light of the world, whose cheering ray, 
Illumes the realms of mind. 

Where mis'ry spreads her deepest shade, 
Your strong compassion glows ; 

From your blest lips,the balm distils, 
That softens human woes. 

By dying beds, in prison glooms, 
Your frequent steps are found ; 

Angels of love !^.you hover near, 
To bind the strangers wound. 

You wash with tears the bloody page, 

Winch human crimes deform ; 
When vengeance threats,, your pray'r* 
ascend, 

And break the gathering storm. 

As down the summer stream of vice, 

The thoughtless many glide, 
Upward you steer your steady bark, 

And stem the rushing tide. 

Where guilt her foul contagion breathes* 

And golden spoils allure, 
Unspotted still your garments shi'i?, 

Your hands are ever pure. 

Whene'er you touch the poets lyre, 

A loftier strain is heard, 
Each ardent thought is yours alone, 

And every burning word. 

Your's is the large expansive thought, 

The high, heroic deed ; 
Exile and chain to you are dear, 

To you 'tis sweet to bleed. 

You lift, on high, the warning voice, 

When public ills prevail ; 
Yours is the writing on the wall, 

That turns the tyrant pale. 

The dogs of hell your steps pursue, 
With scoff, and shame, and loss ; 

The hemlock bowl 'tis yours to drain, 
To taste the bitter cross. 

Yet vours is all. ..thro' Histry's rolL ; , 

The kindling bosom feels ; 
And, at your tomb with throbbing heart, 

The fond enthusiast kneels. 

In every faith, thro* every clime, 

Your pilgrim steps we trace ; 
And shrines are drest, and temples rise, 

Each hallow'd spot to grace. 

And Paeans loud in ev'ry tongue, 

And choral hymns resound ; 
And lengtU'ning honours hand your nam!) 

To times remotest bound. 
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Proceed. ..your race &f g!«ry run, 

Your virtuous toils endure : 
You come, commission'd from on high, 

And your reward is sure. 

The ladies of Paris having adopted the fashion 
of ivraring their tvtitches in their hvstms t has 
produced the following neat lines. 

AlJRAIT on choisi eette place 
Pour se garantir des filoux r 
Mais elie accroitra leur audace, 
F.t leur metier sera plus doux. 
Mes amis, mot memt, je tremble, 
Et ne repose, plus de ma main, 
Mettre tant de tresors ensemble, 
C'est nous provoquer au larcin. 



EPITAPH. 

M. I), born June 3d.... died Sep. 16, 1803. 

SHORT was thy day, sweet babe — but 

this will give 
A longer space of heav'uly life to live. 
Yet, with delight, you drew your balmy 

breath, 
And the first pain you seem'd to feel was — 

death. 
Nor death itself could violate thy face, 
It's pleas'd expression, and it's placid 

grace. 
T, now commit thee to a mother's breast, 
Where thou shalt sleep, and wake — to be 

more blest. 
New beams of meaning kindle in thine 

eyes, 
And a new world excite their glad surr 

prise. 
Soon, by your side, shall rise a rustic 

tomb, 
And the turf heave to give a parent room. 
Knough to consecrate this humble bier, 
Thy infant innocence — his gushing tear. 

In Memory 
Of Adatr Crawford, M.D, F.R.S. 
a man of great virtue, and intellectual 
worth. 
He had a heart always devoted 
To the practice of moral duty ; 
And an understanding always intent 
On the discovery of useful truth. 
He possessed that patience of research, 
and that boldness of investigation, 
Which are necessary to penetrate into the 
nature of tilings ; 
And he united to these qualities, 



An unaffected purity of manners. 
That sanctify'd the man 
And adorned the philosopher ; 
Imitating the sublime simplicity of that 
nature he delighted to explore. 

Various and comprehensive knowledge, 
Was in him wisely appHed 
To the analysis of the elemental, 
To the explanation of the rnost important 
animal functions, 
And to the cure or mitigation of diseases. 

With the diffidence of true philosophy, 
With the gentleness of real Christianity, 
The candour of .his countenance 
Spoke the truth before it was articulated 
from his lips j 
And the latent fire of his generous spirit, 
Broke forth at the approach of tyranny, 
vice, or irreligion. 

His death may be deemed premature: 

Yet he lived to enlarge the limits of human 

knowledge, 

And to completethecircleof social doty : 

An obedient son, 

An affectionate brother, 

An endearing husband, 

A fond father, 

An independent citizen 

and a steady friend. 

He was born at * * * * * in Ireland, 
in the year 1 ~... 
and died in London, 
in the year 17... 

* The foregoing inscription was proposed 
for a monument of Dr. Crawford, to be 
erected under the patronage of the late 
Marquis of Lansdowne, a design, like ma- 
ny promises of the kind, never realized 
by performance Gilbert Wakefield gave 
a far better inscription. 



* A PASTORAL. 

-OENEATH the umbrageous shadow of 

a shade, 
Where glowing foliage on the surface 

play'd, 
And golden roses fan'd the silver breeze, 



* This much admired poem, which is 
justly suspected of having long served as 
a model for numerous poetical effusions ; 
being now very scarce, is reprinted for the 
use of our juvenile poets, at the reque'i 
•fa lesnied frieud. 



